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One 


Author's Notes: 
This was for the SoaSM challenge and for Andy cause | promised her a Steve/Nicko fic. 


"lm just not getting it Harry." 
Steve frowned, setting his bass on the stand. "Wot you mean, Nick?" 


Nicko flapped his hands. "This is what it's all about, innit? Making the record, then going out and playing, but 
there's just something that's missing.’ 


"| don't get wot yer saying, Nick. Wot's missin?" 
"Just don't feel fight" 


Steve rubbed a hand across tired eyes. "Nick, wot don't feel tight?" 


"Us." 
" Use" 


"Right. Thing is, if we aren't tight and spot on, it can make a ‘kin mess of the rest. And | don't think we're tight. 
It sounds good, but not as good as it could" 


Steve scratched his head. "Nick, so wot are you saying?" 

"Maybe if we spent a bit of time working just on us, we could get it tight” 
Steve shrugged. "It's fine with me Nick, | want everything to be right fer this." 
Nicko nodded, the familiar grin pasting itself on his face. "So, when?" 

"Bludi ‘ell, Nick, tomorrow? | need some kip tonight." 

“Tomorrow it is!" 


Nicko watched him leave the studio. So maybe playing on Steve's fears of the band not being all that it could 
wasn't right, but if it got him what he wanted then a little bit of deceit and a few tales were worth it. 


"So, up for going out for a few pints, Harry?" 


Steve shook his head. "Not tonight, Bruce. Nicko wants to get in some extra time. ‘E thinks we aren't tight 


enough" 
"What? Christ, Harry, how can he say that?" 

"Not the whole band. Just us. He thinks we aren't playing off the way we should’ 

Bruce still looked confused. He wasn't sure what Nicko was up to but the rhythm section couldn't be much 
tighter. Steve would have been the first to say so if he thought that was the case. And if any of them didn't 


need more worry piled on them it was the already stretched thin bassist. Just then Nicko breezed back in, 
looking rather surprised to Bruce still hanging round. 


Matter of fact he looked downright unhappy about it. 


"Hey, Nicko. Harry was just telling me you think you two need some extra work, that you don't think the 
playing is as tight as it should be." 


Nicko thought fast. The last thing he needed was Bruce hanging round to help out. "Well, to be honest with you, 


Bruce, its more me than it is Harry. He works me nuts off trying to keep up with him." 


Steve flushed, flashing one of those smiles that lit up his whole face at Nicko. "Yer fine, Nick. Half the time l'm 
trying to keep up with you." 


Any flash of conscience Nicko had sailed right out the window when Steve smiled. 
Bruce's eyes narrowed. The drummer was indeed up to something. "Well, maybe I'll hang round for a bit and 
see if | can hear anything off" Bruce nearly burst out laughing. Nicko looked like he had just swallowed 


something bad, his eyes shooting daggers as he stared at the wall. 


"No, you go on Why should you hang round?" Steve twisted his upper body, sighing when his back let out 


several loud cracks. "Cor, been trying to do that fer a bludi hour.’ 


"Right then!" Nicko clapped his hands, heading for his drums. "Off you go, Brucie-boy, sooner we get cracking 
the sooner | can let this poor old creaky sod off to get some kip." 


Bruce gave them a wave and left, leaning against the door after he'd closed it behind him. Rod had been leery 


about Nicko and getting them into scrapes, but it wasn't a scrape he seemed to be trying to get into with 
Harry. He was going to keep an eye on this. 


And so it began. Not every night, but after two weeks there had been seven or eight extra sessions for the 
bassist and drummer. Tensions were starting to run high, the pressure telling on all of them, particularly 
Steve. When Nicko suggested another overtime get together, Steve finally cracked. 

"Fer fuck's sake, Nick! How many bleedin’ times are we gonna have to do this?" 

Davey and Adrian took advantage of the stunned silence to escape, not wanting their heads to be in the line of 
fire. Bruce stood quietly, watching a run of emotions over Nicko's face, covering the loud snort with a cough 


when the drummer put on his most hang dog look. 


"Right you are, Harry. Sorry old chap, just thought..." Nicko stood, setting his sticks down and staring at the 


floor. 


Steve sighed and ran a hand over his eyes. "No, Nicko, I'm the one who's sorry. | shouldn't have snapped at you 


like that." 
"No, no, I'm only thinking about meself, no consideration for you." 


"Nick, it's not like that. l'm just..." 


Nicko held up a hand and flapped it gently in Steve's direction. "Not a problem, mate. I'll just work on it meself. 
You go on, relax with a few pints with the rest of the lads." 


Bruce bit his tongue to keep from laughing. Nicko certainly was pouring it on, and it looked as if Harry's bullshit 


meter had gone on the fritz because he was buying it lock, stock and barrel. 
"No, it's alright Nick, I'll stay." 
"Tell you what. I'll run get us a few things to nip on while we work, how's that?" 


"That'll be good" Steve set his bass down and went over to sit on the bench that sat under the window, leaning 
his head back against the wall and closing his eyes. 


Bruce waited until Nicko left before going to join him. "Harry, why don't you take off for the night? You aren't 
going to be much good anyway." 


Its not that, Bruce. Had a big fight with home today is all." 
"Want to talk about it?" 


"Won't do a fucking bit of good to, but thanks." Steve cracked open an eye and looked at him. "Go have fun. 
Keep those two bludi guitarists out of trouble." 


Bruce snorted, slapping his leg as he stood. "You give me far too much credit to be able to do that, Harry." 
Leaving Steve to his thoughts, Bruce left, passing Nicko on his way to find the two remaining members of the 


band. Giving Nicko a grin, he shook his head as he walked. He hoped Harry wasn't too distracted, not with the 
look Nicko had in his eye. 


Steve sat forward when Nicko came back in, his eyebrows rising at the sight of amount of stuff Nicko had 
brought back He pushed himself to his feet, going to the table and peering in the loaded box. Four three 
quarters full pitchers of ale. A bottle of something, the label hidden by several bags of crisps and pretzels. 
"Cor, Nick, how long you fink we're gonna be here?" 

"Just thought I'd get us a bit of a few things so there's sure to be something you want!" 


Steve snorted. "Wot | want isn't going to be in that box, Nick." 


"Oh?" Nicko wrapped an arm around Steve's shoulders. "What could it be then?" 


"Nothing Nicko. Come on, let's get done. 

Thirty minutes later Steve threw his hands up in disgust "Bludi ‘elll Wot are you playing?" 
"Me?" Nicko rolled his eyes. "Its not me, Harry, it's you! Playing like four beats behind, you are!" 
"Bollocks!" 

"Fine, right, its all on me then. Bloody old Nicko, fucking up again!" 


Steve groaned and scrubbed his face with the heels of his hands. "Look, I'm not saying it's all you, maybe | am 
a bit off" 


"No, no. Its me. Go on, take off. No sense hanging round here when all | can do is fuck it up!" 


Steve flipped off his amps and took the bass off, setting it down on the stand. "Come on, we'll take a break and 
then give it another go." 


Nicko joined him at the table, laughing when Steve picked up one of the pitchers and took a long drink, not 
bothering with the glass that he had brought. "Needed that, did you?" 


"Just a bit" Steve grinned, wiping his mouth on the back of his hand. 

"Harry, what's bothering you?" 

Steve sighed, taking another drink before the words suddenly tumbled out. "You can't do nothing right. | mean, 
its not like | don't wanna be home, y'know? But | have to do this or wot's to become of everything? And no 
matter how much you tell ‘em nothing's happening, that yer as bludi frustrated and unhappy as they are, they 


still think yer doing something wrong!" 


Nicko perked up when he heard the word frustrated Well, me boyo, wonder just how frustrated you are? 
“That's the way it is, innit? Like no matter what you do it's just not right.” 


"Ah you don't wanna hear all this, Nick. Its me problem and I'll sort it out” 
"No, no! Come on, Harry, tell Uncle Nicko all about it!" 
Steve snorted beer out his nose, choking and sputtering. "Uncle Nicko?" 


"Right!" Putting his hand under the pitcher, Nicko guided it up for Steve to take another drink "We'll just sit 
back, have a few and have a good long talk about things." 


Steve shook his head, taking another swig from the pitcher. Nicko really was a good one -- why had Rod been 


so worried? 


An hour -- and three and a half pitchers of ale -- later, Steve had forgotten what he was so upset about. 
Nicko had him laughing so hard he was wiping away tears, his ribs aching, his face bright red. He was leaned 
sideways against Nicko who had an arm thrown round his shoulders, his hand dangling down onto Steve's chest 
as he held forth on the merits of this and that, touching on every subject from politics to blowjobs. 

It was the blowjob conversation that finally got Nicko what he wanted. 


Steve was staring at him, looking none too convinced. "Bollocks!" 


Nicko waved his glass. "Now, think about it Harry. I'm just sayin’, a woman can be good at it, but since she 


doesn't have a dick she won't know what feels best" 

"That's why you tell her." 

"Right, but it's different. You don't have to tell a bloke." 

Steve snorted. Or tried to. "Well, I'm not having no bloke suck me dick." 

"Why? What's so different?" 

"It's a bloke!" 

"But if you closed your eyes, how would you know?" 

Steve frowned. "I guess it would feel different, y'know?" 

Nick shook a finger at him. "Tell you what, let's have a little experiment" 

Steve looked confused. And more than a little drunk. "Wot kind of experiment?" 

Nicko slid off the bench and carefully set down his glass, crawling around and getting between Steve's legs. "I'll 
suck your dick" Steve watched, the fog in his brain slowing his reaction to Nicko's hand undoing his jeans. "And 
you tell me if it's different.” 

"Hang on!" Steve tried to push Nicko's hands away. All four of them. 

"No, no! Its an experiment. Completely in the interest of science. Not like | fancy you or anything." Nick grinned 


when he saw Steve wasn't wearing anything under his jeans. Spreading the flaps, he reached in and carefully 
tugged his dick free. "Now close your eyes!" 


Somewhere in a corner of his brain there was a little voice screaming at him. However, trying to be heard 
between the layers of ale and the frustration he had been feeling, Steve's forebrain just wasn't getting the 
message. What he did get, however, was a feeling. And what he felt was a very hot and wet mouth that 
sucked the head of his cock right in. 


Of their own volition, Steve's eyelids flapped closed and he groaned, his back arching. 
He had been right. It was different. 


But not in a bad way. He did seem to know just where to lick, to suck, to use that bit of extra pressure or the 
let the teeth graze the flesh. And that big hand that engulfed his balls, the strength in the fingers, the 


roughness of the callouses in the palm, all different. 


But good. So very good. So good in fact that Steve's hands found their way to the back of Nicko's head, holding 
him in place while his hips thrust up, seeking more, a sharp cry torn from him when Nicko sucked the head 
and fisted the shaft, the rough grip pulling the skin, the rasp of his tongue as it dragged over the flesh making 
him groan, seeking to bury himself balls deep, somewhere, anywhere, to be surrounded by the touch and the 


feel and the need. 


Nicko couldn't believe it. He had expected with the frustration Steve was feeling for him to have given in to 
the blow job, but the frantic response and demand for more that he was feeling had his own cock throbbing in 
his jeans. He popped them open, pushing them down far enough to free his cock and wanking himself, letting the 


taste and feel of Steve's cock overwhelm his senses. 


The sudden push of his head away shocked him. Falling back on his arse, he stared up when Steve got to his 
feet, swaying slightly, his eyes black and heated, his lips curled in a snarl that sent a bolt of heat straight to 
Nicko's groin. His hand shot out, grabbing a handful of hair and forcing Nicko around, sinking to his knees behind 


him and using his free hand to yank down Nicko's jeans, exposing his arse. 


Nicko bent forward, resting on his elbows and knees, a shaky yelp coming from him when Steve forced the 
head of his cock into his arse, the only lube coming from the mix of precome and saliva, the ring stretching 
painfully around the tip. Nicko pushed back, his mouth gaping open as he screwed his eyes shut, trying to 


ignore the burning pain as his arse was cruelly forced open 

This was what he wanted. 

And he'd take it any way he could. 

And when Steve's cockhead breached the ring, he relaxed, leaning back as the slightly smaller shaft pressed 


inside, the burn lessening, being replaced slowly by the feeling of fullness and then when Steve's cock brushed 


that certain place inside him... 


Steve groaned, feeling the already impossibly tight passage tighten still more, holding him in a deep softness 
that was surrounding his cock in a vise that seemed as if it would never let him go, clinging as he drew back, 
opening as he thrust forward. He forgot it was a man, he forgot it was Nicko, only feeling the heat and the 
need and the welcoming tunnel that rippled and pulsed around him, the rounded flesh that rocked back to meet 
every forward push of his hips. 


His fingers dug into Nicko's hips, holding him as he sawed his cock in and out of his arse, his head dropping 
forward, the ends of his hair tickling the sweat covered skin of Nicko's back, no words exchanged but only 
sounds and cries of pleasure and pain that quickly changed to a demand for more. Nicko took his cock in hand, 
wanking himself fast and rough, mimicking the frantic motions of Steve's cock in his arse. 

Neither had any idea how long it lasted, both a mass of sensation by the time Nicko cried out, pumping his 
cock rapidly as thick ropes of come drained from him, pouring onto the floor as Steve pounded inside him, the 
sharp grunts that accompanied each shot of come that filled his arse drowned out by his own cries. 

Steve pulled out, the abruptness of his cock leaving Nicko's arse making him yip in pain as he sagged down onto 
the floor, barely aware of the panicked curses or the sounds of Steve hurriedly adjusting his jeans and 
practically running from the studio, dumbfounded and confused by what they had just done. 

Forcing himself up, Nicko climbed to his feet, wincing as he pulled his jeans up and closed the buttons. He made 
his way to the bench and carefully lowered himself, hissing as his already sore arse came in contact with the 
seat, sitting with his head down, his eyes studying the frayed edge of the carpet. 

He had done it. 

He just hoped that the price wasn't too high. 

"Nicko." 

The last person Nicko wanted to see. Or hear. He didn't even bother to lift his head 


Bruce pushed away from the doorframe he had been leaning on. "I hope you're sure that was what you 


wanted, because there's no going back, mate." Turning, Bruce walked away, shaking his head. 


With a sigh, he got to his feet, walking slowly to the door, wanting nothing more than to go back to his room 
and grab a bit of a rest. He'd talk to Harry tomorrow. 


After all, they were tight. 
They fit. 


Nothing to worry about, right boys and girls? 


Turning out the light, Nicko closed the door behind him. 


